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	1. Chapter 1

**Summary: **Meliodas is on a personal quest to find the other Seven Deadly Sins. But when a girl disguised as a knight comes crashing into his bar, she reminds him of the crimes and the past he wishes he could leave behind.

_Hey Everyone!_

_Lickitysplit and Dom here! We are very excited to bring you our first collaboration. It was a pleasure getting to work together on this story, and we can't wait to share the adventure with you! For those lovely readers who haven't read the manga yet (we feel sorry for you by the way), warning, there are spoilers ahead._

**Chapter 1**

"Hey! You can't bring that pig in here!" Meliodas looked over at the shopkeeper, who was hurrying around the counter of the store. "We don't allow animals in here. He needs to stay outside."

"Oh, I'm sorry." Meliodas looked down at Hawk. "Sorry buddy, I guess you're going to have to wait for me."

"Oh, nuts!" Hawk huffed, turning and trotting out the door.

"Did—did that pig just talk?" the shopkeeper stuttered. He stepped around Meliodas to stare out the door.

"I don't think so," Meliodas answered. "I have a list here of things I need, can you help me out?"

A short while later, Meliodas stepped outside to where Hawk was waiting. "It's going to be about an hour," he said. "Let's go find somewhere to wait. And try not to talk to anyone, okay? I don't want any attention."

"Why not?" Hawk squealed. "I thought we were going to advertise today."

"We'll do that tomorrow." They walked through the small town together until they reached the center. Families milled about in the warm spring day, and children ran after each other screeching and laughing. Meliodas sat on the edge of a fountain that was in the middle of town, and Hawk laid down on the warm stones of the town center at his feet.

Meliodas was enjoying the sights and sounds of the peaceful town when two children caught his eye. They were pulling on an old man, who laughed and hurried after them as quickly as his elderly body could. "Let me sit here," he puffed to the young ones, and took a seat on the fountain a few feet over from Meliodas. "There now. Your Grandpap needs a rest."

The girl moaned, but the boy hopped up on the old man's lap. "Can you tell us a story, Grandpap?"

"Yes! Tell us about the old war!" the girl screeched, climbing on the fountain ledge and leaning against her grandfather's shoulder.

The old man frowned. "That again? Your mother says it's too violent."

"Pleeeeeease?" the little girl asked, and the old man laughed. "All right, but I'll tell you about how the world was saved. It wasn't by a great battle, you know."

"It wasn't?" The little boy's eyes were wide. "Didn't the Holy Knights defeat the demons, Granpap?"

The old man shook his head. "Nope. It was love that saved Britannia."

"_Love_?" the children squealed, faces scrunched up like the word itself would spread its cooties. "You're making this up!" the boy whined.

"It _was_ love. A goddess and a demon, in fact. They fell in love, and in doing so brought about the end of the war."

The girl made a face. "How could a goddess and a demon fall in love? Demons are so ugly!"

The old man chuckled. "Maybe not all of them are. Because this goddess took one look at him, and he looked at her, and it was love at first sight. And they loved each other so much, that it made the other clans fight even harder against the demons who wanted to destroy everyone."

"Let's go, Hawk," Meliodas said suddenly, jumping up from his seat. "Our things should be ready soon." Without waiting for an answer, he started walking back towards the store, whistling with his hands behind his head.

Hawk lumbered up on his hoofs and jogged to catch up. "I kind of wanted to hear the rest of the story, you know," he muttered.

"He wasn't telling it right anyway," Meliodas murmured.

.o0o.

"Here you are, brother."

Meliodas swept his hand in a wide circle, gesturing to the field that would be the stage for the next battle in the Great Holy War. Zeldris followed his gaze, and then looked back at him, confused. "Here is what? I see nothing."

Meliodas shook his head. "This is yours, your battle. I'm handing the command over to you. You've been asking for a chance to prove yourself to the king. Now is your chance."

Zeldris regarded him suspiciously. "You're handing command of your demons to me." It was more of a statement than a question.

Meliodas nodded. "The Fairy and Human clans will be here within the day. It should be an easy victory for you."

Zeldris huffed. "And what will you be doing while I do all the work?"

"I'm going to head around them, watch them. I want to see how the Holy Knights attack." Meliodas frowned. "They seem to be getting stronger, and I want to know why. If I can watch them in action, then I might find a clue."

His brother nodded, cracking a devilish smile. "All right, then. But you will not interfere with any of my commands, you understand?"

Meliodas nodded. "As you wish, general." With that, he turned and walked away. He made his way through the demon camp, observing with satisfaction the captains making their final preparations. Over three thousand lesser demons stood ready to attack at the first sign of the Holy Knights rumored to be on their way, with five hundred more who, like Meliodas, were ranked and reported to the demon king directly.

He reached the edge of the camp and stole silently into the woods. They were in the western part of Britannia, and had been systematically burning down the forests there, partly rooting out Fairy tribes and partly corralling the human and giant clans towards the north, where the full force of the demon clan continued their advancement. He made no sound as he crept through the trees, his senses tuned to detect any scouts from the approaching army.

After covering a fair distance, he could hear the sound of marching from miles away. He stopped and decided to find a spot to watch the battle. Choosing to go up, he quickly hopped up the branches of a partially burned oak tree, and perched on a bough. Less than ten minutes later, he could see tiny dots approaching the field.

As they came closer, Meliodas contemplated how strange it was to see them together. The different races, as an unspoken rule, did not associate with one another. This had been to the demons' advantage, making it difficult for Britannia to rally itself once the demon king had ordered the invasion. It was only recently that they had begun to not only band together, but to work with one another, and he found it very curious. Not that he held any ill will towards them; on the contrary, he—well, perhaps admired was too strong of a word—he commended them, perhaps. But the demon race had grown too large to be held in its realm anymore, and the king wanted Britannia for his own; what the king wanted, they delivered to him.

Meliodas watched the approaching soldiers closely. The Holy Knights he found begrudgingly impressive. Most of them had power levels that matched or exceeded the lesser demons; some even could meet a ranked demon and not perish instantly. It was almost a shame how futile this all was for them. They still remained convinced that the demon clan could be defeated, as ridiculous as that thought was.

An unusual light caught his eye, and Meliodas turned his focus. _Goddesses_, was his first thought. It seemed that way; there was an unmistakable energy coming from the middle of the company. But closer inspection revealed the silver-haired Druids that traveled with the soldiers. Meliodas was glad. Goddesses were an entirely different thing altogether. He would have never let his brother lead this battle if he had thought one would be fighting.

Soon the battle began, and he watched closely how the clans worked together, formed their lines of attack, and communicated among the generals. The tide of the battle seemed to ebb and flow between the two groups, but Meliodas was never concerned. No side's power was limitless; and the demons had a reserve of power that outmatched the Holy Knights tenfold.

When the battle was decided, the Holy Knights ordered the retreat, and those that remained began moving to take cover. He was distracted by one figure that headed into the forest where he was hiding, and he jumped into the next tree to see who or what had the misfortune of going in his direction.

It was a Druid, her telltale silver hair gleaming in the late afternoon light, swishing back and forth as she ran. She pressed against a trunk of a tree once she was well beyond the treeline, and spared a precious moment to catch her breath. How unfortunate for her. She was not nearly as safe as she assumed she was.

Meliodas lifted his hand. He wouldn't even need to remove himself from the tree in which he hid in order to kill her. It would be quick, painless; a death he didn't grant many. All it would take was a single swipe of his hand and—

Meliodas' hand froze in mid-air as her head leaned back against the tree. She brushed her bangs away from her face, her hair and clothes clinging to her from the sweat and heat of battle. He noted the mark of the Goddess on her right eye, as distinct as the mark of the demon clan that was over his own.

As she stood there, slowly breathing in and out, he was captivated; no, it was so much more than that. He watched the rise and fall of her chest, her eyes flutter closed, a bead of sweat that slid from her temple down her porcelain throat to finally pool at her collarbone. Something about her stunned him completely. His senses heightened, but all he could hear was her steady inhales and the thundering in his own chest. His vision narrowed so that he could memorize every curve, every line. A hundred years could have passed in that single moment and he wouldn't have noticed, let alone gave a damn.

His thoughts were interrupted as a demon crashed through the trees: one of the big red demons, with his sights set on destroying all in its path. The Druid screamed and tried to run, but her foot caught on a root and she tumbled to the ground. The demon roared and raised its hand to strike, but Meliodas jumped between them in a flash. His sword was drawn before his feet hit the ground, and he swiped at the creature. "Get back," he commanded, but the demon took no heed.

It lunged forward again with a roar. Meliodas called again for it to stop, but the demon swiped its claws at him, catching him in the chest. He realized that since he had given up control to Zeldris, he would not be able to stop it with just a command. The demon swung its arm, daggers shooting from its grasp, but Meliodas avoided it easily. He jumped into the air, and a moment later it crashed to the ground, its head and limbs severed from its body.

He landed easily and turned to the Druid. She was on the ground, watching him with wide, fearful eyes. Even afraid she was still something incredible to behold. "Who are you?" she whispered.

Meliodas stepped towards her, and then stumbled. The gash across his torso had nearly cut him in two, and he rolled onto his back, sucking in deep breaths as his body slowly recovered. He could feel how deeply the poison from the attack was embedded, and groaned as he thought how excruciating it would be as he gradually healed. What in the hell had he been thinking?!

Before he knew what was happening, he felt himself being lifted. A hand grasped his own. He looked up into the glowing face of the Druid girl. Her eyes were closed, and a faint light covered her like a halo—a light that should have avoided him like the plague. She was whispering, and the movements of her mouth as she murmured her spell hypnotized him. Instantly he felt better, as if the light that surrounded her was weaving its way inside him.

Within minutes, the wound was gone, and he was able to sit up and breathe with no difficulty. The two sat on the ground, face-to-face, regarding each other for a long moment. "Why did you do that?" he asked, amazed.

"You saved my life," she answered. Her voice was as enchanting as the rest of her. Then she laughed, causing his heart to skip a beat. "Why did you do _that_?"

"I don't know," he said, honestly.

"What is your name?" Her smile warmed him.

"Meliodas," he answered without hesitation. _Why did I tell her that?_ he wondered, finding that he didn't really care, either way.

"Meliodas," she repeated. Hearing his name on her lips turned his blood into fire, yet sent delicious shivers down the length of his spine. "Thank you, Meliodas."

The demon was struck dumb. Never, in the centuries upon centuries that he had lived, had anyone ever thanked him, for anything.

The girl sucked in a breath, reaching behind her shoulder. She pulled a needle out, staring at it in horror. Meliodas clenched his jaw. "You've been poisoned," he said gravely.

"It must have been during the retreat," she whispered. Her hand was trembling and she dropped the cursed needle to the ground.

"Can't you heal yourself?" he asked, finding it curious that he genuinely cared.

She shook her head slowly. "Only others. I will need the power of a Goddess for this." She quickly stood, and he scrambled up after her. "I need to go before I'm discovered. Will you be all right?"

For the second time, Meliodas found himself speechless. This girl was poisoned by a demon, and she was concerned about him? "Let me help you," he said, not ready to have her presence leave him so soon. _Why did I say that?_ He asked himself again. He knew he couldn't possibly go with her… but he couldn't just let the girl wander off alone while she was poisoned.

"I'll be fine…" she began, and then stumbled as the strength left her body. Meliodas caught her before she hit the ground, pulling her against him. She was as light as a feather and he lifted her easily. "Which way?"

She pointed towards the north, and he took off at a brisk pace. "What is your name?" he asked her.

"Elizabeth," she answered softly. Her head grew heavier until the poison got the better of her, and she pressed her face into the nook of his shoulder.

_Elizabeth…_ He repeated it in his head over and over until the syllables meant nothing. But the inticing pang of excitement it gave him every time he thought it was enough to keep him running straight towards enemy lines.

_What a beautiful name... _

.o0o.

The Boar Hat was bustling, as busy as it had ever been. Every chair was taken, every table filled, and Meliodas hurried between filling glasses at the bar and serving up food. The noise was overwhelming, but he was glad for it. The more people in, the more information he could gather.

There was one thing everyone seemed to be talking about: the Rust Knight. Meliodas kept a smile on his face as he served drinks and food, but stayed attuned to the conversations surrounding him. Some said it was a giant, some said it was a demon, but everyone agreed it had to be one of the murderous Seven Deadly Sins. It didn't sound like anyone he recognized, and Meliodas wondered who it actually was.

The door crashed open, and a gigantic knight in rusted armor staggered into the door. The crowd fell silent in fear. The Rust Knight swayed, unsteady on its feet. "Seven… Deadly… Sins…" it moaned. All at once, the men of the town screamed and ran, knocking over chairs and stools in their scramble to get away. "The Rust Knight!" Hawk squealed, ducking behind Meliodas' legs.

In moments the bar was empty, and Meliodas huffed in frustration. "There goes an entire day's work," he muttered to himself.

Jumping over the bar, he stood in front of the knight. "Who're you?" he asked, putting his hands on his hips. Abruptly, it toppled over onto the floor. The helmet flew off, and Meliodas leaned over to take a closer look.

"What is it?" Hawk shouted, trotting over. He peered down. "It's a woman." It took a moment to register, and the boar yelled in surprise, "It's a woman!"

Meliodas frowned. Her face looked vaguely familiar, although he had no idea from where. But that's not what concerned him. First, she had long silver hair that spilled out around her. He had only ever seen silver hair on the Druid clans; in fact, he hadn't seen silver hair on anyone in hundreds of years. Second, the blue earring she wore looked too expensive for an ordinary girl. It had the crest of the royal family, and that made him uneasy. It was odd enough that the Rust Knight was revealed to be a girl; a girl from a family in the king's court would not go unnoticed. Someone would be looking for her.

But what bothered him the most was how he felt as he looked at her. There was strange ache in his chest that was incredibly familiar. He had felt the same twisting several times since he had first come to Britannia. _It can't be_, he thought to himself.


	2. Chapter 2

Hello Lovelies!

Dom and Lickitysplit here! We are super happy with the overall response to the story so far. Seriously everyone, it means so much to us that you've read/followed/favorited/reviewed this story.

For those of you also posting stuff about this in our other fics, THANK YOU TOO!

Review time! (Because we love talking to you!)

_Sunshine-Girl: We are so GLLLLLlllllaaaAAAaaaaDddddDDDD! (Sorry… couldn't help it - you started it...) Hopefully, this was soon enough! *Delicious cupcake left for your enjoyment*_

_Woundedowl: IT'S THE OWL! HIII! (The Dom waves enthusiastically back and forth, Lickitysplit facepalms at Dom's overly excited nature) Yay for confetti! We're pretty excited about this story. We think you're going to love it! _

_Jillion Tealleaf: Thank you very much! We're really happy with it! _

_General zargon: Why thank you, we think it has potential too. _

_Tnw0918: It is isn't it? We thought so too. There's a lot of stuff out there for AFTER the sins meet, but nothing that develops Meliodas into the groping badass we know today. And who doesn't LOVE a story from Meliodas' point of view?_

Now on to the chapter!

.o0o.

**Chapter 2**

Meliodas walked up the stairs of the Boar Hat, carrying a pitcher of water in one hand and a mug in the other. He entered his room and glanced over to the bed. The girl was still asleep, and hadn't moved since he carried her there a half hour before. He set the water on a table and moved next to the bed.

Meliodas' gaze lingered over the girl. His eyes traveled from her long, silver hair, down her curvy figure, to her graceful ankles. It had been a long time since he saw a woman so beautiful. He traced a finger down her hair, and then leaned in to breathe in her scent. He felt that familiar twist again, and his eyes stole back up to her face.

He reached a hand to brush her hair back from where it hung in her face. But before he could do that, Hawk burst into the room. Meliodas quickly stepped back and put his hands on his hips. He turned and saw Hawk looking at him strangely, so he reached out to fondle her for a moment before declaring, "It's definitely a woman!"

Hawk started to shout a long list of insults at him, but Meliodas paid no attention. The girl's eyes fluttered open. She gave a gasp and bolted upright, and the two stared at each other.

.o0o.

Meliodas carried Elizabeth through the woods and towards the enemy camp. He had paused only once to move her from his arms to his back, and he held on tightly to her arms clasped around his shoulders as Elizabeth's legs wrapped around his waist. He moved faster than any ordinary human would have been able to track. Even though it was still a long ways off, he could feel the energy from the direction of the enemy grow with each step. He tried hard not to think about what would happen when he stepped into their midst with a half-unconscious Druid girl in his arms.

Elizabeth stirred, and he paused to catch his own breath. He eased them both down to the grass, pulling her back around into his arms as he checked her color and breathing. She groaned softly and tilted her head into his neck. Her skin felt like fire, but she shivered in his arms.

"Meliodas," she moaned, pressing against him for warmth. He rubbed her arm with one hand as he felt her forehead with the other.

"We're almost there," he assured her. She nodded again as she was wracked with another set of chills.

_What am I doing? _he thought, not for the first time since he had set out. There was no guarantee this girl was going to survive the poison, yet he was taking this risk anyway. And despite this risk, there was definitely no guarantee that he himself would not be slaughtered the second he reached the camp.

There was a prick at the back of his neck and Meliodas looked up and peered into the trees. He had had a suspicion for the past few miles that someone was following them. If it was who he suspected (and he was never wrong), he could not let the pursuer catch up to them. "Come on, Elizabeth," he said, pulling the girl back up. "We need to move."

"Meliodas," she groaned, her breathing labored and voice growing hoarse. She tried to stand, but faltered back into him almost immediately. "I'm sorry… I'm just a burden…"

He didn't answer, but just lifted her again. Making sure she was secure, he took off, turning away from the direction of the enemy camp. It would do no good to lead his pursuer to the Holy Knights now, especially since he needed a Goddess to cure the poison; it would be considerably harder to convince one to do the job if he knowingly led the demon army to their door. He went slower this time as well, making sure he did not make a single sound.

A short time later, he paused again. The tail was closer now, catching up with every passing minute, although Meliodas was fairly certain that whoever it was did not have his exact location. There was no way he could outrun him and not hurt Elizabeth. He would have to find a place to hide. Green eyes scanned the area.

There was a huge tree on one side, and its giant roots had caused the ground to drop off a bit. The demon army had not come this far yet, and the forest was thick and untouched. Meliodas carried Elizabeth's limp form over towards the tree and jumped down the shelf. He gently laid the girl against the base of the tree, taking care to tuck her legs in so she would be out of sight. She turned her head to look at him, her eyes fluttering open.

Meliodas put a hand on the side of her face, smoothing her hair back. "Wait here," he whispered. "I'll be right back."

Elizabeth swallowed thickly and nodded. He stood and with ease, jumped over the shelf, taking off at a full sprint. He headed back the way he came, but moved in a wide arc, trying to confuse his trail. When he was certain that the tail was gone, he doubled back and headed towards Elizabeth.

As he came towards the rise, a sudden shift drew his attention. This was exactly what he hoped WOULDN'T happen. He sucked in a breath as a form materialized from the shadows of the dense forest and his brother, Estarossa, approached. "Meliodas," he called. He walked leisurely towards him, something about the easiness setting off all of Meliodas' internal alarms. "I thought that was you."

"What are you doing here?" Meliodas asked, keeping his tone smooth.

"Looking for you." Estarossa stood a few feet away, looking around. His face was the same cold mask it always was as he turned back to his brother. "I saw you carrying the most delightful little creature. Did you catch something interesting?"

"I don't know what you are talking about." Meliodas kept his voice even and gave a slight shrug of his shoulders. Aloof. He couldn't let his brother see a flicker of emotion.

"No?" The side of Estarossa's mouth raised in a half smile as his brow rose questioningly—he was calling his bluff. "I could have sworn you had a little Druid girl with you after the battle. What did you do with her?"

"She's dead," Meliodas answered darkly. "You should be getting back. I'm sure that whatever your orders are from the king, they don't include following me around."

Estarossa regarded him for a long moment, eyes narrowing on him skeptically. Meliodas remained controlled, unwavering in his brother's scrutiny. A single flinch would mean disaster. "Fine, then," Estarossa finally answered, his eyes the first to break their stare-off. Turning with a half-assed wave over his shoulder, he disappeared in a flash.

Meliodas waited for a minute to make sure he was really gone, before he let out a long breath. Then he hurried back to where he had left Elizabeth. She was pale white, and her chest rose and fell in short breaths. "Elizabeth?" He pulled her away from the ground and held her against his chest so he could examine her.

She managed a deep breath and whispered, "Is… is it safe?"

He nodded, even though she hadn't looked up at him. "Can you go on? We're almost there." That was a lie. They were still barely halfway there. She looked so fragile he thought she might break with the strain of just breathing.

"You can't," she murmured. She opened her eyes then and looked straight at him, a seriousness taking root there that hadn't been there before. Her eyes shone with the fever. "Are… are you a demon?"

Meliodas swallowed. He nodded after a moment's hesitation and her eyes flicked to the mark on his face. "They have Goddess fire… you can't go there."

"I'll be fine," he assured her. Another lie.

She whispered something again just under her breath as her eyes slid closed. She suddenly felt very light, and her shoulders went limp. He shook her, but she did not respond. Meliodas sat there for a long moment, staring at her. The only sound was the thudding of his own heartbeat. Then he pressed his mouth to her ear and said, "Elizabeth. Open your eyes. I promise I will get you back, just please, stay with me."

She remained still. The first thought that crossed his mind was that she was gone. That he needed to cut his losses and return to the army front lines before anything else could come of this chance encounter…

She was the enemy afterall. Her death was of no consequence to him. _Just lay her here and let fate decide if she lives or dies…_ he told himself.

Against his better judgement and rational thought, Meliodas carefully curled Elizabeth's body into his arms, pulling her tight against him, and took off once more towards the north. He ran like his own life depended on it, paying no attention to the forest passing them by, or the distance he crossed. Just the faint feeling of Elizabeth's slowing heartbeat ticking away the seconds of her life, her chest pressed against his.

Tick… Tick… Tick…

_Come on…_

Tick….. Tick….. Tick…..

"We're nearly there Elizabeth," he urged, feeling the energies of the Holy Knights and the Druids not far from their current position.

Tick….. Tick….. Tick…..

Meliodas made one last bound into the air through the thick treeline and from where he descended back down to the ground, he could see the Holy Knights' camp just ahead, hundreds of tents dotting the open field that stretched as far as he could see.

They had made it…

There was no rational thought as he closed the gap, his heart thundering and chest heaving in need of oxygen as he ran. Elizabeth would be healed, and that's all that mattered to him in those moments. Until, that is, he was surrounded by Holy Knights and a mixture of the other great clans, all manner of weapons bared and drawn on them.

.o0o.

Meliodas perched in a tree, waiting for the right moment to snatch up the girl running towards him. She was being pursued by a group of soldiers, and as he watched her gracefully avoid them, he had to admit he was impressed.

Unfortunately, it only added to the mystery of who this girl was. When she first woke up, she seemed like nothing more than a lost little girl, squealing over Hawk and crying into her soup. But when she told him she was looking for the Seven Deadly Sins, he knew there was more to this story than a runaway. A _lot_ more. She looked barely old enough to have even been alive back when he was a Holy Knight.

The real shock came when the soldiers showed up at the door of the Boar Hat. He only half listened to the demands because he was focused on the girl's reaction. Her eyes were full of pure fear; he had seen the same fear when he pulled out his broken sword to show it to her. He knew that the soldiers around the area were nothing more than bullies in uniform, and that Holy Knights could be intimidating, but he had never seen someone so _scared_ before. Instantly, every cell in his body went on alert. He knew with unwavering certainty that he had to protect this girl, with his life if necessary. A lick of excitement went up his spine, making him on edge and on fire at the same time.

She ran towards him as if her life depended on it. He realized suddenly she didn't see the cliff coming up and jumped. In one movement, Meliodas swooped her up and leapt back into the safety of the tree. He watched with satisfaction out of the corner of his eye as Hawk disposed of the leader. "So, how's the rest of that story go?" he asked, grinning at the shock on her face. He easily dropped back to the ground and set her down.

"You've helped me so many times," she said with a smile that made his stomach flop. "I will never forget this debt; but please, somehow… forget about me."

Meliodas was once again caught by surprise. There was absolutely no way he was letting her just leave. Thankfully, Hawk's mouth came into some use and he started quizzing her about the Holy Knights, and as she spoke, a chill went through Meliodas. He knew first-hand the evil that could happen at the hands of a corrupted Holy Knight. His mind went instantly back to the last day his group was together, and they found the Grand Master murdered. He had already known something terrible was happening in Liones. _But what could she possibly have to do with it? _he thought.

The world started to shake and they began to plummet over the cliff. Meliodas easily snatched the girl and Hawk and bounded back up, sweeping up the soldier Hawk knocked out for good measure. As he settled them back on solid ground, he couldn't help but sigh in annoyance at the Holy Knight blustering at the top. He had not wanted his cover blown this early.

"Hey, are you awake?" he murmured at the girl.

"Yes, I am," she whispered back.

His stomach twisted again. This too was eerily familiar. "When I give the signal, run to the forest. Okay?"

She agreed, but before he could make his move, the Holy Knight shouted, "Well, it seems I'm in luck! That symbol on your earring is that of the royal family, which makes you—confirmed! Princess Elizabeth!"

The name hit him like a shockwave. He turned his head to the girl and barely managed, "Princess… Elizabeth?"

Princess Elizabeth. Why did he feel so surprised? It suddenly made sense now: his physical reaction to her, the completely undeniable need to protect her, the way he could only focus on her alone since she had stumbled into the bar. _This is impossible. It's too soon after Liz._ Meliodas' stomach twisted and he suppressed a grimace.

The knight shouted at them, pulling his attention back to the present. Meliodas knew they only had seconds left. He took off running, pushing the girl ahead of him. "We're going!" he yelled. They only made it a few yards before a bolt of power flew by his head, heading straight for her.

There was no time for anything else, and Meliodas threw himself in between the attack and the girl. He took the full blast, but it barely hurt him. This Holy Knight was more talk than power. They landed in the grass, and he crouched over her, worried until she opened her eyes. "Yo!" he said happily, turning to check on Hawk. He snorted when the tough talking boar screamed for his mother and ran.

The princess pushed him off her gently and stood with determination set on her face. She slowly began to walk towards the Holy Knight. Meliodas watched her in shock. "Elizabeth!" he called after her. "Hey, where are you going?"

"I won't be able to get away," she said sadly.

"You said there's no way you could give up, didn't you?" he cried.

"If I surrender to him, perhaps he'll spare your life," Elizabeth answered. He stared after her as she walked towards her fate, struck by her courage.

He saw the Holy Knight's attack before he even lifted his arm, and Meliodas was up and in the air. He grabbed the princess and knocked her out of the way of the blast.

Once again, he found himself on the ground, crouched over the girl. This guy was really, really starting to get on his nerves. "Please!" Elizabeth shouted at him as he looked over his shoulder. "You should at least be able to make it out alive!"

"Looks like he's going to kill us both anyway," he muttered. The knight was stalking towards them, obviously angry that they escaped again. He was about to pull her away when he heard her start to cry. He looked back down at her with a scowl. Tears streamed down her cheeks and she covered her face with one hand. He clenched his jaw as she sobbed, confessing that she had tried to stay hidden, afraid to trust anyone, and his mind cycled through the many, many ways she could have met a terrible end if she hadn't stumbled into the bar.

Meliodas grinned as a thought struck him as she wailed, "You have been so kind! I don't want to involve you any further… I don't even know your name!"

She was looking for the Seven Deadly Sins, and she had found one. For the first time, _she_ had found _him_.


	3. Chapter 3

Dearly beloved, we are gathered here today to remember our recently departed Dom. She died of massive blood loss when her fingers all fell off at once from so much typing. She didn't want anyone to know the truth, but she was actually writing 673 stories at one time. She hadn't slept in 4 years, hadn't showered in 2, and hadn't looked at the sun in over a year.

I'll always look back fondly on Dom and think about how she would like to kick my ass almost every day. She never hesitated to speak her mind and was very concerned with hurting the feelings of others. She never deleted anything, and when she was found in her home, she was surrounded by gigantic piles of old flash drives filled with author notes.

I know all of her legions of fans will be wailing collectively because they'll never know the ending of her most famous story, Can I Do Something Or Other, I Can't Remember. But just know that Dom was a sucker for love and it all probably worked out anyway. I will be collecting fanfics of her fanfic for the next two weeks, and will publish them as a limited edition volume to raise money for a charity in her honor. The $4.00 I'm sure we will raise will go a long way to help other authors who write 40 chapters a day and fear their own massive blood loss.

Dom was kind and smart. She used a lot of old-timey words and liked Merlin the best, but we can forgive her for that. We all make mistakes. She taught me a lot about trusting my instincts and writing what I felt instead of thinking too much. She liked to shout her ideas and used the word awesome a LOT. We were complete opposites in our approaches to writing and it's a miracle we didn't kill each other in the first 48 hours. But she was the ebony to my ivory, the jelly on my peanut butter, and always did the exact opposite of what I thought she was going to do. Although I can never hope to have a tenth of her talent, she was kind enough to take pity on a struggling writer like myself. The three weeks I spent bothering her nonstop will be three of my favorite weeks ever.

Dom leaves behind hundreds of loyal fans. I'd like to say a particular message to Ron: the answer was no, sweetie. Dom was too nice to say no, but I'm not nice like her. No, Ron.

Please enjoy this chapter as best as you can through your tears. Mayhaps Dom will resurrect sometime to respond to reviews in a future chapter. It will cause an incredibly ridiculous plot hole, but what are you going to do. Until then I will do my very best to continue on writing this story without her guidance. Whenever I feel the urge to delete, I will go to Dom's grave, trace my fingers along the ellipses carved into the stone, and remember her words: NOOOO DON'T DELETE.
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**Chapter 3**

Meliodas looked down at the princess, unable to stop the huge grin that had broken over his face. Her eyes were locked with his, filling with tears that streamed down her face. "Meliodas," he said with a laugh. "That's my name."

He laughed again at her reaction, shaking his head. He could see each of her responses perfectly: her eyes widened, her cheeks flushed, her breath caught as she stammered, "Meliodas? What… it can't be… but… you look like… a child!"

The next few moments seemed to happen in slow motion. First, Elizabeth's eyes landed on his arm, now bare where his shirt had been blasted away. "That symbol…" she gasped. "The Dragon!"

Meliodas glanced down and saw the dragon circle branded on his arm. _Oh yeah, that_, he thought, trying to stifle another laugh.

Then, her eyes darted over his shoulder. Meliodas figured that the Holy Knight had finally come into view. He knew he had been stalking towards them, raising his sword as he got closer. In his mind's eye, he saw exactly the number of paces it would take for him to reach them, knew the number of seconds it would take him to raise his sword, and saw the angle the sword would bear down on them. But Elizabeth's concern for him made him smile even wider. _She_ didn't know all of this, of course.

He turned and performed Full Counter. Easier than swatting a fly. The knight started talking again, working through what happened. Meliodas frowned. _Does this guy ever shut up?_

"Do you really plan on fighting me with trash?" the knight boomed.

"Trash is fine," he answered pleasantly.

"Meliodas? Are you really that…?" Elizabeth said in a high-pitched voice. Meliodas smiled. He was excited to show off a bit for her, and slowly brought his sword up to display the tattoo. "Have you figured out yet who I am?" he asked, cutting the knight off from another round of blustering.

The knight began to shout, drawing his sword up to deliver his final blow. Meliodas' eyes followed his weapon, easily tracking the strength and trajectory of the attack. With one exact swipe he sent it back at the knight. The air grew still for a moment, and Meliodas held out his arm. "The Seven Deadly Sins' Dragon Sin," he answered. "Meliodas!"
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Meliodas clutched Elizabeth tightly to his chest, reflexively keeping the woman as far away from the many sharp weapons pointed at them as possible. He let her legs go and gripped her firmly, cradling her against him with one arm. The other hovered over the hilt of the sword that he wore across his back, ready to draw it if any of them tried to charge. His eyes darted around as he began to plan out his strategy, should they just immediately try and attack without hearing him out.

_And what exactly was your strategy to get them to listen?_ he asked himself rhetorically, cursing himself for not contemplating that on the way here. His attention had been elsewhere...

"Halt! Not another step."

The demon's attentions were immediately brought to the three dozen Druids and Holy Knights now surrounding them. Nearby, casting a rather daunting shade over the entire area suddenly was a Giant with a similar power level. He would have been impressed—had he not been in the position he was in currently.

"What do we have here?"

"I have one of your girls," he answered slowly. "You left her behind in the retreat, and she—"

"Do not draw your weapon," warned one Holy Knight.

Meliodas lowered his hand. "I just wanted to bring her back to you. She's hurt and needs the healing of a Goddess."

"What happened to her?" the knight demanded. _This one must be the leader_, Meliodas thought.

"She was poisoned—"

"By you?!" one of the soldiers shouted snidely from his side. The soldier took a menacing step forward, and Meliodas shot the loud idiot a glare.

"No, while she was retreating."

"Likely story!"

"Believe what you will," he spat, deciding it best to ignore the ignorant lesser class. They would only serve to piss him off anyways. His eyes locked back on the one in command. "Are you really going to just let one of your own die here?" he asked incredulously, his tone more accusing than angry. Meanwhile, he could feel Elizabeth's fever spiking even higher. Could someone so fragile even get this feverish?!

The Holy Knight gave a quick glance at a Druid standing by his side, who narrowed her eyes on Meliodas dangerously. Then he went on, "I would have you remember your place, Demon. You are a long way from allies, so I would advise you think carefully before using that deceitful tongue."

He suspected they would react this way. The enemy shows up with one of their wounded? How convenient. He would be suspicious too. Hell, he'd kill the miserable bastard for getting caught along with whoever thought it wise to try something so obvious. Hopefully, though, they were not like him.

"I have no malicious intentions here. I am merely returning one of your fallen," he pressed.

"You'll have to forgive me if I find all of this a little hard to believe. You're telling me you have abandoned your army—an army which is wreaking havoc over the mortal realm." The Knight's voice boomed in a commanding tone, demanding the attention of all. "To deliver an injured enemy to her own?"

When he put it that way, yes… it did sound quite unbelievable. "That… is exactly what I'm telling you." He made a mental note to contemplate his sanity and priorities later.

The knight's brows shot up skeptically, before he let out a laugh that echoed around the demon as the other Holy Knights joined him. Even the giant started laughing. They weren't buying any of it.

"Demon, I haven't the faintest as to what would possess you to come here willingly, but I assure you, you won't live long enough to regret the decision."

Meliodas' jaw clenched tight, trying with a great amount of difficulty to hold his temper. This knight was much too arrogant for his own good, and Meliodas would have liked nothing more in that moment than to cut him down to size. But that wouldn't do him or Elizabeth any good at that moment. He spared a quick glance down to the Druid in his arms. Elizabeth was completely limp, her skin a sickly pale. He could barely feel her heart beat anymore. She would not survive much longer at this rate.

There was a shifting of the bodies surrounding him then as the Holy Knight raised his hand to give his next command. The soldiers surrounding Meliodas all readied for the attack. Meliodas wasn't watching them, though. His eyes remained on Elizabeth, and his brows creased in determination. He had made her a promise, and he'd be damned if he just gave up so easily.

Meliodas' intense glare met the leader's again, halting the Holy Knight's command before it could leave his mouth. "This woman is going to die if you don't get someone out here to heal her! I don't fucking care what happens to me, just..." He paused, swallowing thickly, hoping the sincerity of his words reached someone in the crowd. "Don't let her die," he finished, finally locking eyes with the Druid standing nearby. She had yet to speak, simply watching the exchange with a dark expression. In his look, Meliodas made another promise. And a thousand promises after that.

First was that he wouldn't run away. For some reason beyond him, he genuinely did not care about his own well being in that moment.

Second, and a thousand times over to every soul standing around them: that he would not rest until every one of them was dead if they did not heed his plea.

There was a long silence that fell over the field. Every shifting body came to an abrupt freeze; every breath held. Even the wind seemed to halt in the anticipation of what was to transpire.

The Druid held up a hand while she searched his face, effectively stalling the impending attack. The knights quietly murmured among themselves for a moment before their attention was returned to him. With a suspicious yet thoughtful gaze, the leader of the Druids motioned with her head and a younger female pushed her way through the barricade surrounding him, followed by a bulkier young man. The younger girl held her hand over Elizabeth's face, using her power to feel for signs of life before nodding to the leader. The young man approached Meliodas with a glare, but didn't hesitate to take Elizabeth from Meliodas' arms just as gently as the blonde demon had held her. The Druid turned to carry her away, but something stopped him up short.

Elizabeth's hand had snapped up to grab Meliodas' shirt with a weak grip, surprising all who watched on, the demon included. "P-please..." she rasped, through what labored breath she had left, before her voice disappeared all together. Instead, she pleaded with him through heavy-lidded eyes to run while he still had the chance. Somehow, even holding on to her last threads of life, this infuriatingly beautiful woman was still more concerned for him than she was for herself.

_Sorry, Elizabeth… I'm nothing if not a man of my word..._

Meliodas' face softened as a small grin crossed his lips. He found his fingers gently pulling her grip away and placing her hand to rest on her chest. "I'm not going anywhere," he promised. This 'promising' thing was going to be the death of him… In more ways than he cared to count.

With a final firm nod at Elizabeth, Meliodas glanced up at the man who had taken her from his arms. "Take good care of her," he asked, and the man turned quickly, retreating further into the camp. Meliodas watched until he couldn't see them anymore—before shifting weapons brought his attention back to the growing number of Holy Knights surrounding him. With a long breath and a roll of his eyes, Meliodas slowly put his hands up on either side of his head, before his arms were forced down and restrained tightly behind his back.

They pulled the sword from his back and the dagger from his belt before leading him roughly away. He was pushed into a small tent with nothing more than a pole standing in the center. One of the knights attached the restraints around his wrists to the center pole, the angle forcing Meliodas to sit on the ground with his back against the wood.

A Holy Knight entered and the commotion died down. Meliodas looked up and regarded him carefully as he walked through the group of knights surrounding him. He was obviously one of the generals. "Where is he?" he shouted, pushing through the group as they parted.

The knight pulled up short in front of Meliodas. "You are from the demon clan," he said.

Meliodas didn't answer, and instead returned his glare in silence. He didn't need to; it was obvious to all. "What are you doing here?" the knight pressed.

"I brought one of your own back," he answered coldly. "You left her in the woods. She was attacked by a demon, and you left her there to die."

The Holy Knight narrowed his eyes. "Let me see his sword." One of the soldiers handed it over, and he drew it from its sheath. After examining it for a moment, he looked back at Meliodas. "Keep him well guarded," he said curtly, before turning and stalking out of the tent.

Meliodas watched the knight leave, and the others following until the tent's opening was closed and he could make out the guard's shadows standing vigilantly. It was only then, as the silence finally fell over him that he allowed himself a long breath. Allowing his heart to quiet as the initial danger passed. He let his head hang, dropping his chin down to his chest, before a soft chuckle left him as he ran the day through his head in review.

This was completely and utterly insane.

What was he doing here? Possessed was right… on nothing but a whim, Meliodas had abandoned the army, rescued an enemy soldier, lied to and misled his own flesh and blood, willingly ran into enemy territory, and to top his madness off; he _**allowed**_ them to capture him! For what purpose?

It had all seemed so clear before. Now, as he sat chained in an enemy camp, everything felt so fuzzy. That drive to protect he had felt before was foreign to him now. Like coming out of a heavy trance. Meliodas frowned in thought. Maybe it had been a trance? Even though he couldn't explain his actions, it didn't feel like any kind of enchantment.

He contemplated the situation for a while, watching the shadows in the tent move as the afternoon wore on, until another concern occurred to him. He was going to be missed eventually, that was for certain. The battle had ended hours ago. Zeldris would be waiting for him to receive his report, and Estarossa would also be returning from whatever errand the demon king had sent him on. Meliodas groaned inwardly at the thought of Estarossa. He had seen him with Elizabeth, and knew he had traveled too far from the army. There is no way he bought the lie that Elizabeth was dead. He was probably out there looking for him now. Meliodas thought of the mad dash he made to the camp, and wondered just how bad the trail was he had made in his panicked state.

_Get a hold of yourself, you need to get out of here..._ He shut off his thoughts and let the soldier side of him take over. He would use this time to complete the task he had originally set out to do: find out why the Holy Knights were increasing in power. As he waited for whatever would come next, he let his senses explore around him, watching and listening. But even this task proved difficult as his mind kept wandering back to Elizabeth, and how he had ended up here. He banged his head against the pole in frustration.

The General Holy Knight returned all too soon to interrupt his thoughts, barraging him with questions and demands once more. Meliodas remained silent, uninterested in his questions. Instead, he preferred to continue exploring the madness that had brought him to this damned place. She was just an ordinary girl, nothing particularly special about her other than that she was a Druid. But he had encountered Druids before and never reacted like this.

"The General asked you a question! How did you get here?"

He should have let her be. There had been so many opportunities to just leave her and get back to what he was supposed to be doing. His need to protect her had been completely undeniable, so much so he barely recognized himself.

As the Holy Knights continued their questioning, he wondered where she was now; if they were actually helping her or making her suffer through this same barrage of questions and demands that Meliodas refused to answer. The thought of them causing her any distress made his hands ball into tight fists. _I have to get out of here_, he thought. The only way he was going to escape whatever this was would be to get as far away from the girl as he could.

It didn't take long for the General to grow tired of him ignoring him as he then introduced physical torture in conjunction to his interrogation. As if the droning sound of the knight's repeated questions weren't torture enough. Meliodas swore he'd die of boredom before this guy ever got close to killing him himself.

The General's guard threw another solid hook at Meliodas' jaw, and the demon could taste the metal when he ran his tongue over his split lip. He spit blood defiantly at the knight's feet with a cocky rise of his brow. He was relishing each blow; his mind was finally beginning to focus on the enemy.

_Have your fun while you can_, he warned the knight in his head as his mind was made up. He had fulfilled all of his promises. He had brought Elizabeth back. He had allowed the soldiers to capture him… never did he make the promise that he would stay long enough for them to kill him.

What the General failed to realize was that he was actually working against himself. The longer he let this so called 'interrogation' continue, the more information Meliodas absorbed. The number of knights guarding this tent and every shift they made. The rounds taken by the scouts around the camp. The time of day and how long he had until night fell - which wasn't much longer. That was going to be his best chance at escaping without much collateral damage. Aside from the General; the thought of taking this cocky bastard out just felt too good to pass up.

"Was it the girl that told you we were here? What else did she tell you?" the arrogant knight asked.

Meliodas started, all thoughts and breath hitched as he looked up at them then. "She told me nothing," he finally answered in a warning tone.

"That's not what she told us," the knight responded.

Meliodas scowled at him, but then read the lie in his face. It was no wonder the humans had no hope in this war. He could not believe he had ever been impressed with their power; then again, power and intelligence were two very different things. He turned his head away in dismissal, the bored expression returning to his face.

"You don't believe me? Why don't we bring her in here and ask her, then?"

Out of the corner of his eye, Meliodas saw the flap of the tent lift. He glanced up but immediately did a double take, eyes widening as Elizabeth was escorted inside by knights on either side of her. Surely, his vision was deceiving him. There was no way someone who had been so close to death looked so… His mind couldn't even form the word he was looking for to describe her. Elizabeth's color had returned to what he assumed was her natural soft peach. So… soft and supple. Her blue eyes shone despite the lack of direct light in the tent, like the vast sea or the cloudless summer sky. Meliodas swallowed thickly as his gaze traveled down her form, unable to do much more than stare and breathe.

Elizabeth took a few timid steps forward before her eyes fell on him. "Meliodas!" she gasped, hurrying forward. The General called for her to stop, but she ignored him, falling to her knees next to him. "Are you alright?" she whispered. She reached a hand up and drew her fingers over the bruises he had, courtesy of the knights. He found himself very quickly being swallowed up by those fretting blue eyes, completely under her spell.

Before he could answer her, the General strode forward and grabbed Elizabeth by the arm, yanking her backwards. She cried out in surprise, and Meliodas was instantly moving. In a split second, he had broken the restraints and was up, pulling Elizabeth back with one hand as he shoved the general hard in the chest. The Holy Knight stumbled back as he pulled the girl behind him. "Don't touch her," he growled, hearing her gasp behind him.

The general growled as he righted himself, "They're allied! Kill them both!" he snarled his command, and once more, Meliodas and Elizabeth were surrounded by knights.
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Meliodas finished setting up the third floor bedroom and climbed through the window. He stood on the lookout balcony, leaning his arms on the railing and smiling. He watched as Elizabeth excitedly talked to Hawk below, asking him about how they had met and where they had been and answering his own questions about being a princess. He was glad to see that they got along so well. They were instant friends, much the way he and Hawk had been.

Mama Hawk walked them towards the next town - one of his favorites in fact, and Meliodas laughed to himself whenever Elizabeth lost her footing and stumbled. This one wasn't very graceful. He had already offered her a job as a waitress, and he now figured that was probably a huge mistake. She was going to be trouble in more ways than one, that was for certain.

Elizabeth looked up and caught sight of him. "Sir Meliodas!" she called waving her hand. He waved back. She insisted on using the honorific, even though he had told her a dozen times not to call him that. He had to admit, though… he did kind of like it. It reminded him of a time when he was surrounded by good friends, good food, great adventures, and even better booze. It was hard to believe it had been ten years already.

_Time sure does fly when you're on the run…_ he thought sarcastically, before his mind and eyes returned to the silver-haired beauty he was stowing away.

Ten years. It was amazing what ten years could do to a woman. Now that he thought about it, he recalled the little silverette princess always wandering about the castle. He'd had the pleasure of speaking to her a time or two late in the middle of the night after reporting to her father. She was certainly not a little girl anymore.

_But… Could she really be her?_ Meliodas' grin dipped slightly as those wayward thoughts made their presence known. She certainly had the same spirit. But was that enough? No… he couldn't possibly make that assumption because she tried to give up to the worst worst (and most stupidly named) Holy Knight Apprentice just to try and save his skin. She had heart. He'd give her that.

That familiar twist in his stomach, though, seemed to speak otherwise. There was only one person he had ever felt that pull towards. And his instincts were never wrong.

But, that begged another question. If she was in fact the same, why so soon? It wasn't as if there was a set number of years that needed to pass by… but this was the shortest he had ever had to wait for her.

So many questions… and something told him he was just scratching the surface.


End file.
